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If We Make the Same Mistake 


Author's Notes: 

Wrote this at Christmastime. Posting it just briefly in case anyone wants to read it (probably take it down 
again later, but you can always message me if you want copies of anything). As usual, nothing belongs to me 
and everything\'s fictionalized, not to be considered a representation of fact. 


Its about six o'clock at night, the sky's already gone dark and the nighttime glow from the city centre is a 
promise at the edge of the horizon when the knock comes at Johnny's door. It isn't unexpected, Morrissey 
comes over every year at Christmas Eve, not because he hasn't anywhere else to be (in fact, Johnny reckons 
there aren't many better places to spend the holidays than at Moz's house), but because he's always trying 
to get away from his family and his life and anything that seems too ordinary to him. Instead, he comes over 
to Johnny's, where no one will call him Steven or tell him what to do or try to bring him down to earth, and it 


works, it works for both of them. 


Johnny lets him in (they don't say a word; Moz ruffles his hair as he goes past, because Johnny always needs 
a haircut) and gestures to the table, where there's wine and dark ale and a pile of half-filled notebooks, 


because Morrissey is always leaving unfinished lyrics at his house. He knows better than to look, because half 


the time he can't work out which bits are meant to be songs and which bits are Morrissey's version of a 


lugubrious teenage diary, but he does wonder, sometimes, why Moz has to be here to write his lyrics. 


They're on the couch with Christmas pudding (supplied by Johnny's mum, along with a generous portion of 
brandy, most of which has found its way to Morrissey's helping) when there's another knock, and Johnny and 


Moz look at one another. 


"Got someone else coming by?" Morrissey asks, and there's something in there, in his voice, that Johnny isn't 
used to hearing. He isn't sure what it is - uncertainty, unhappiness - but he doesn't think he wants to get 


used to it, either. 


"No," says Johnny, "and who the hell is out at this time of night Christmas Eve," but he isn't really asking, just 


muttering to himself as he answers the door. 


There's a silence as he looks out at the man standing on his front step, and then Andy shrugs apologetically. 


‘Hi 


"Hi," says Johmy, and they stand there looking at one another for a few moments before he steps back and 
gestures to Andy to come in Andy does, and there are another few minutes of awkward staring in Johnny's 


front hall before Morrissey takes it upon himself to join them and things get exponentially more awkward. 
"Hi," Andy says again eventually, for want of anything better. 


"Hullo," says Moz, and the way his eyes go from Johnny to Andy and back again aren't accusing, aren't even 
questioning; he looks, as far as Johnny can tell, as if he feels guilty for being here. As if he's some sort of 
interloper on Johnny and Andy's evening, on Johnny and Andy's friendship, despite the fact that it's Moz that 
Johnny's asked over for Christmas Eve and Andy's the one that's shown up out of the blue. 


Andy shrugs, shifts uncomfortably with Morrissey's eyes on him. "I didn't," he says, "didn't know you had 
anyone ‘round,” which Johnny understands - there are evenings when he sits up late on his own, watching 
football matches replayed on late-night television or listening to test pressings of their latest songs or picking 
at his guitar and stringing together verses he'll never record. On those nights, Andy sometimes comes by and 
sits with him, messing about with his guitars (because Johnny's known Andy since he was a guitarist who'd 
never held a bass) or shouting at the television screen even though he's already seen the match. 


But Johnny doesn't really talk to Andy about Moz, about the strange connection that he can't describe and 
doesn't want to name for fear that speaking it aloud will end it, and he doesn't really talk to Moz about Andy, 
about a friendship that's lasted longer than any he's ever had and means, or used to mean, more to him than 
any other. And now there's Morrissey in his front hall and Andy still in the doorway and he hasn't got the 
first idea what to say to either of them. 


Andy ducks his head and says, "well, happy Christmas, then, Johnny, Moz," and reaches behind him for the 
doorknob. Its Morrissey, though, not Johnny, who says, softly, "Aren't you staying, Andy?" and they both stop 


dead and look at Moz like they're waiting for more. 


Nothing comes, though, so Johnny, for want of anything better to do, says, "Come on, then," and they all end 
up in the back room together, Christmas pudding divided into three helpings (Andy looks somewhat alarmed at 
the amount of brandy on the half that came from Moz's plate) and old episodes of Corrie on the television 
because there isn't a match at Christmastime and Johnny and Andy like shouting at the television whenever 
they show a bit of Old Trafford Morrissey doesn't quite get it at first (Johnny and Andy settle in, 
comfortable, and though Moz comes around more often than Andy these days, he hovers at the edge of the 
couch, more uncertain than Johnny's seen him in ages), but he watches with them and catches up to what 


they're doing fairly quickly. 


Johnny hasn't ever actually seen Moz get excited about football, but he's heard him say he was born at Old 
Trafford and he's got United in his veins, so he's surprised when Moz joins in with the game. Only for a little 
while, though, because then it occurs to him that he and Andy could probably be doing anything at all right 


now and Morrissey would go along with it. 


He's like that, Moz. Half the time, Johnny thinks he does things just to be contrary, just to raise hackles he 
doesn't need to raise - but then, the other half, Johnny thinks he'd sell his soul to make someone else happy. 
He doesn't understand where the difference is, why Moz sometimes does one and sometimes the other, but he 
also thinks that if he ever completely understood Morrissey, he'd probably have more to worry about in 
regard to his own sanity than Moz's. 


Its Stretford on the screen again and Andy jogs Moz with his elbow, says something Johnny can't hear, but 
he's grinning as he speaks and Johnny's startled to see Morrissey grin back. Andy digs around in the pocket of 
his anorak and pulls out a bottle, passes it over to Johnny to share out, and Morrissey's got a packet of fags 
in his shirt pocket that are slightly squashed, but the next best thing to cigars because he never 
compromises on quality, even though he's poor as any of them and probably should. 


"All right, Mozzer?" Andy asks, lighting up, and Morrissey nods. 


Johnny looks at them both, faces lit up by the flickering of his television screen, and isn't sure exactly who's 
pulling the strings in his life, but he's here with his two best friends and they aren't trying to kill one another 
and maybe they're all going to hell in a handbasket, smoking and drinking, but at least it looks like they might 
be going there together, and that's something at Christmas, anyway. 


